WINTER'S BEAUTY

On track 'at goes by larch plantation
To our Tom's steadin'.

Everywhere t'sun shines sae breetly,

Yaller is trees,
Varra drowsy 'mang dead ling-bobs

Is bumble-bees.

And peace is walkin' hand-in-hand

Wi' t'suther' wind,
A peace sae rare, nobbut on moors

Thoo'll hope to fmnd.                           10

An' way up-dale girt hills noo fold

Their wings sae blue
Like guardian angels do, when work is done

And Neet is new.
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WINTER'S BEAUTY

Is it not fine to walk in spring.

When leaves are born, and hear birds sing ?

And when they lose their singing powers,

In summer, watch the bees at flowers ?

Is it not fine, when summer's past,

To have the leaves, no longer fast.

Biting my heel where'er I go,

Or dancing lightly on my toe ?

Now winter's here and rivers freeze ;

As I walk out I see the trees,

Wherein the pretty squirrels sleep.

All standing in the snow so deep :

And every twig, however small,

Is blossomed white and beautiful.
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